A   SCENTED   JOURNEY           329

rage was disconcerting, to say the least of it* I
skipped lightly backwards and sideways, and went
upon my way, but with more than one glance behind
to see if the tethering-rope still held, for the
bovine snorts and shufflings showed the bull was
considerably agitated. To be chased round and
round Tunis docks late at night by an infuriated
bull would be as undignified as it would be unusual*
It did occur to me that perhaps it was the effect of
the scent which had raised the bull's passion, for I
was still in a highly scented condition, but I dis-
missed this on remembering that, when in India,
no bull or cow could stand the sight of me, and
many was the time I had been forced to leap lightly
over a hedge or up a near-by tree*

n
The ship was sailing at four-thirty the following
afternoon, and so I rose early and set out to visit
Carthage and Sidi bu Said, both of which lay on the
coast beyond the seaside resort we had passed on
entering the canal* An electric train took me first
of all to Sidi bu Said, on the side of a steep hill
beyond ancient Carthage* The Consul told me that
I must see this place, it being a model Arab village
and the pride of the district* He did not exaggerate*
A steep, rough roadway brought me to the